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the Melewi palace Into view, its white dome half-hidden
by the trees, its walls and terraces rising sheer from a
cliff above the river, with a water-mill, granary, and
storehouses in the gorge below.

We came to the gate, an open arch, barred only by the
chain Ahmed had described, and which led into a tunnel
passage at the base of a high wall. The place was silent
and seemed deserted. We bowed perforce to pass beneath
the chain and stood out of the sun while Ahmed went in
to announce our arrival.

A few moments later, the monastic silence inside the
palace was shattered by a series of prolonged and mighty
roars. They came from a human throat, for words were
distinguishable. But it was as if the bull of Bashan were
bellowing in Arabic: "Ya Mustafa! Ya Nur! Ya
Hamidl Aiee> Kanja!"

Dr. Dray grinned cheerfully. "I seem to recognize the
voice/5 he said. "That will be the holy man himself.
He is calling the servants/'

The roaring ceased as suddenly as it had begun, and
down the passage came hurrying the owner of that mighty
basso, the Most Reverend and Holy Sheik Shefieh el
Melewi, Hereditary Governor-General of the Tripolitan
Whirling Dervish See, and lineal descendant of the
Blessed Prophet.

He was bareheaded, with baggy white trousers, a short
white blouse of finest texture buttoning in front like a
vest, loose slippers of red Damascus leather on his other-
wise bare feet.

He shouted welcome in French and Arabic as he came,
embraced Dr. Dray like a grizzly bear, shook hands with